The doctor smokes opium
" I can see that you disapprove,*' said the doctor, looking
up suddenly with one of his whimsical smiles. " I disapprove
myself, but I do it all the same."
" It will make you die young," said I.
He shrugged his shoulders with the melancholy fatalism which
is all that the East promises to retain in the absence of religion.
I was so weak that next morning I could scarcely walk across
the terrace to my room, and did not think myself fit to go
away. To dress and pack my few things was difficult. I
fainted twice on to the saddle-bags, and finally emerged for the
five hours* ride feeling anything but confident. But the doc-
tor was cheerful if I was not. He hoisted me on to my mule,
my sunshade was put in my hand, the kind people of Shutur
Khan waved good-bye, and I was led, drooping and passive,
up the valley, which is barren and hot for some way above the
village.
We crossed and kept to the southern bank of the Alainut
stream, and looked at last year's path on the other side,
wondering at its extreme narrowness as it clung to red, slanting
cliffs. But I was unable to notice much, and lay half reclined
on my jogging platform, seeing little except the doctor in the
immediate foreground who, with feet dangling below his
saddle and the Pahlevi hat at a rakish angle over a handkerchief
draped against the sun, was humming Persian love songs, and
swinging a stick, while the long ears of his mule bobbed up
and down before him.
After about three hours we came again to green parts of the
valley, and to Zavarak, its loveliest village, in the shade of
trees. It is the largest village of all Alamut, and the brother of
Nasir-ud-Din Shah seized on it as a royal gift, built a castle, and
held it for twenty-five years, in spite of protests from the
peasants who had never had an overlord since the days of the
Assassins. When the late Shah was dethroned, the men of
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